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            ARE YOU READY FOR SEXY FIREFIGHTERS, DIRTY DOCTORS, AND HOT COPS?

          

        

      

    

    
      Do you wish Grey’s Anatomy and Chicago Fire had more sex scenes – like a lot more? Maybe a hundred times more?

      Me too! I took all your favorite TV fire/police/medical drama tropes and gave you the addictive plot twists, sexy times, and drama you are dying for. (I’m a real doctor so it’s more legit!)

      

      So, if you need forbidden grumpy boss hot romance between the Fire Chief and one of his lady firefighters full of naughtiness, drama, and danger as it reaches its climax – you need to read Inferno!

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/ForbiddenLove!
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      Or scan this QR code explore all of Carina Alyce’s MetroGen books!
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      SCAN/CLICK ON THE QR CODE TO LISTEN ALONG WITH ERIN AND NOAH ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        Did you know Veronica Mars is an awesome show? Even in those moments of heartbreak. (Erin agrees.)

        There’s a moment where she’s riding a motorcycle with an old enemy, and Ashes by Embrace starts playing.

        She’d have done everything the same way. No matter what.

        Even though the next thing she sees is a crashed school bus…one she was supposed to be on…
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      Fire Chief Noah Baker has dedicated his life to bringing his fire department into the twenty-first century. He’s been with the department for over two decades and sacrificed his friends and family for the good of the city

      The price seems worth it because he’s forged an alliance between MetroGen Hospital and the Fire Department that should last for years to come.

      Until firefighter Erin Hudgens turns his world upside-down in Smolder. He’s succumbed to temptation at last, and they made the gamble to secretly move in together in Charged. After overcoming pressure from the fire department, they affirmed their commitment to forever in Hazardous.

      Now their greatest challenge lies ahead when they face exposure and the arsonist in Inferno.

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive 50% off at authorcarinaalyce.com/ForbiddenLove!
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      CUYAHOGA COMBINED FIRE DEPARTMENT CHAIN OF COMMAND

      
        
          	
        Fire Chief Noah Baker
      

      	
        Assistant Chiefs – Eric Cordova and Maurice Tammaro
      

      	
        Division Chiefs – Alan Hastings, Robert Vega, Bryon Munnis, Timothy Vickery
      

      	
        Section Chiefs – East Carl Walsh and West Hector Mondragon
      

      	
        CCFD Spokeswoman – Hannah Fitzpatrick
      

      

      

      FIREHOUSE 15 A-SHIFT UNDER BATTALION 2 CHIEF LESLIE MCCLUNIS

      
        
          	
        Jacen Williams – Captain
      

      	
        Aiden Clarke – Lieutenant
      

      	
        Luna Rodriguez – Lieutenant
      

      	
        Vanessa Knight – Lieutenant
      

      	
        Kevin Jones – Firefighter
      

      	
        Theo Jefferson – Firefighter
      

      	
        Erin Hudgens – Firefighter
      

      	
        Dr. Jacob Carver – Probationary Firefighter
      

      

      

      METROGENERAL HOSPITAL

      
        
          	
        Michael Harper – third-year medical student
      

      	
        Dr. Angela Perkins – cardiology fellow and Erin’s neighbor
      

      	
        Dr. Eliza Kandal – general surgery attending
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        A large fire burning out of control, also referred to as a conflagration.
      

      	
        A place resembling Hell
      

      

      

      

      
        
        -  NIOSH Fire Investigator, 3rd edition

        and

        - The New Catholic Dictionary
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      “Do you think the weather has schizophrenia?” Erin asked. She'd been on desk duty for the past five-ish weeks. Today, on her first day back at the end of April, she’d been assigned to Medic for the morning with Aiden.

      “It is Ohio. You can have rain and snow at the same time and snow in May,” Aiden said. Despite the fact that it was sixty today, the two feet of snow on the ground didn’t melt. Or it was slowly melting, making the air warm enough to go around without a coat but still needing snow boots.

      “Or it could be seventy?” Erin said.

      “Why not both?” 

      They took off their jackets and got out in their CCFD T-shirts. Aiden carried the jump bag on his shoulder, not letting Erin lift it.

      “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” Erin said as they walked up the sidewalk to the house on the East side.

      “Lieutenant Rodriguez is worried,” Aiden said.

      “‘I haven't heard from my uncle in days and he's not returning my text messages’ is not the same as he is dead,” Erin said. “Especially now that he has a job.”

      “According to her, he works at the Atlantis shipping warehouse, which she feels is too dangerous for him.”

      Aiden stopped when another vehicle pulled up behind their ambulance, effectively parking them in.

      “Well, this party doesn't stop," Erin said, because the vehicle in question was a police cruiser.

      Two officers got out, and Aiden greeted them. "Hey, gentlemen. What brings you out here?"

      "Wellness check. That rental car over there has three unpaid speeding tickets. Why are you here?"

      The police officer pointed to a car in the driveway next to Soto's truck. Erin hadn’t paid much attention to it, though it did have rental tags.

      “Our ex-captain lives here, and I suspect your ‘concerned citizen’ was his niece,” Aiden said. Erin hadn’t been at work lately, but she gathered the ice between Luna and Elias hadn’t exactly thawed.

      The officer nodded. “I wouldn’t be surprised. It’s not bad for us to be here. We all know these routine calls are routine—until they aren't.”

      The officers followed them without unholstering their weapons, though they kept their hands on their belts.

      The four of them climbed the slushy steps, and Aiden knocked on the door. “Hello, Mr. Soto. This is a Cuyahoga Combined Fire Department wellness check.”

      “Maybe you should ring the doorbell?” Erin said after no one answered.

      Aiden rang the doorbell and knocked again. “Cuyahoga Combined. Please confirm your status and not deadness so we can go.”

      The door opened inward, and Soto said, “Tell my niece I'm fine.”

      Everyone stared because Soto was shirtless, and his jeans were half unbuttoned. He had a clear set of fingernails scratches down his front that reached just about to a circular burn on the right side of his chest.

      The first officer was stammering, “It's nice to see you're alive, Mr Soto. Umm, your chest—the mark—do you feel safe?”

      “Which one?” Soto pointed at the burn mark on his chest. “This one from where I got electrocuted… back in the day before you were born.”

      “Stop bothering him,” a woman's voice said.

      Soto turned back into his house. “I didn't answer Luna's texts, and she decided I’m dead.”

      “You aren't dead, for sure.” The door opened up further, and Erin swore the two police officers almost collapsed.

      “Can I help you boys?” Police Chief Isadora Reyes smiled archly.

      It was pretty amusing as the two police officers might have been having heart attacks. “Hello, Chief.”

      They tried to direct their gazes elsewhere because Reyes was wearing skimpy, low-cut pink lingerie and was sporting three hickeys from her collarbone to between her cleavage. Erin had a strong suspicion the police chief lacked underwear too.

      “Isn't this a little much for a wellness check?” She appeared unbothered.

      “Well, your rental has some speeding tickets.” The senior officer spoke to Soto’s front bushes rather than chance seeing his chief’s state of undress.

      “I'm not shocked. My car was in the shop, and this is what my insurance company gave me. I suspect if you checked, some tourist got some tickets going through Linndale.” She named the notorious electronic speed trap electronic which funded the entire Linndale economy.

      “Can you tell your officers and my firefighters we’re both fine? Or at least the screaming the neighbors heard was fine,” Soto teased her.

      “Don't make me cuff you,” she threatened. “But I brought the wrong car. It's not like I was going to drive here in a cruiser. Should I have brought my aide?” Reyes’ last comment was aimed at her officers.

      Erin carefully stifled her laughter, as she was well aware of how problematic her fire chief driving an official vehicle had been. One of the perks of living together meant no one had to hide their car anymore.

      “We apologize. Goodbye, Chief.” Erin had never seen police officers run away quite that fast.

      The second the officers were gone, a Domino’s Pizza Guy parked right behind the Medic 15 rig.

      “Are they early?” Reyes asked.

      Soto checked his watch. “No, you're late for your meeting, and Jimmy’s gonna be here any minute. Wasn’t I helping you get dressed?” 

      "You were hindering not helping!" she accused him.

      Erin had difficulty believing this banter after she’d never seen Soto express any interest in a woman before the police chief. Then again, she hadn’t exactly been in his inner social circle. Frankly, she wondered if Reyes was part of Luna’s problem, as it seemed like Reyes was taking her spot.

      “What did you expect?” Soto retorted and reached back to squeeze his girlfriend’s ass.

      She hissed at him. “You’re so bad.”

      The chief ducked out of sight and returned fully dressed in her uniform before the Domino’s guy reached the house.

      “You still going to bring me pizza?”

      The police chief squeaked because Soto pinched her butt again. “Of course, gatita.  I’ll hang out with Jimmy first, then I’ll meet you after your meeting.”

      The two of them kissed, and Reyes waved goodbye, having no difficulty going around the other cars.

      “Wow, Soto. No wonder Luna’s pissed. She’s been replaced,” Aiden observed, mirroring Erin’s thoughts.

      “She wanted me to stop obsessing over her career and poor life choices. I’d like her to do the same.” Soto paid Steve (per his name tag) the pizza guy in cash.

      “Then we’ll tell her no one is in danger,” Erin said. “We did a wellness check and found a normal couple doing normal couple things.”

      “I wouldn’t call them normal.” Soto laughed, and Erin guessed he’d been quite the lady-killer back in the day, before Luna. Soto hefted the two large pizzas he’d received. “This is exactly why Luna is not aware of my personal life. She’d probably hang out in the next room making sure I didn't keel over during the act.” 

      “Will you, sir? I mean, it would be awkward if we got called for it, though I guess we’d already have police presence…” Aiden trailed off.

      Soto rolled his eyes. “I'm dying, not dead. According to my doctor, death during sex is highly unlikely. Though it wouldn't be a bad way to go.”

      Erin raised her hand. “Sounds like a good way to go, but we don't have to be here for it. So, as soon as Pizza Man Steve is on his way, so will we be.”

      “Don't want a slice of pizza?” Soto offered one of the two boxes.

      “Since your hands were…” Erin stepped on Aiden's foot and he changed his tune. “Are you going to eat two pizzas on your own?”

      “Of course not. Jimmy’s coming over, and then I’ll bring her lunch… and get my dessert from my gatita.”

      Erin had heard enough, since from her high school Spanish classes, gatita meant female kitten, aka pussy. “Thanks for being alive, and we'll let you be.”

      "Tell Luna not to pull this again. Hey, there's Jimmy, right on time. Don't worry. He won't park you in," Soto said.

      Erin turned to go and crashed directly into Aiden's back, as he had not moved.

      She ungracefully sprawled on her back, necklace with its heavy ring flinging up to her nose. Fortunately, her abdomen had healed pretty well in the past month, so that didn’t hurt, though the slush seeping through her pants was less welcome.

      "You okay?" Soto asked. He helped her sit up, and she quickly tucked the ring back under her shirt.

      She said, "Fine, Captain." Then she craned her neck to peer past Aiden and promptly forgot the cold.

      Because the devil himself was coming toward them.
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      Jim Formalin walked nonchalantly up the sidewalk, sheave of Atlantis paperwork tucked under his arm. "Firehouse 15. Hard at work?"

      Soto waved to him. "I'm sure you know Jim Formalin. I'm helping him get a temporary gig at the Atlantis warehouse since he retired from Cleveland FD. Smart guy, left when he got his twenty."

      Aiden gave Formalin the stink-eye, one reserved for vipers. "Retired?"

      "Yep," Formalin didn't miss a beat. "Gonna start collecting the pension I so richly deserve and pick up some extra dough at the Atlantis warehouse."

      "Chief Nelson asked me to help Jim get temp work, cuz sometimes it takes a while for the retirement benefits to kick in. I experienced it myself," Soto said.

      "How generous of Chief Nelson," Aiden said, eyes unblinking. Erin gritted her teeth, hoping she wouldn’t break a molar.

      The last time she’d been in Formalin’s presence had been in the hospital ER on Valentine’s Day. Right after he’d assaulted her teammate, Vanessa Knight, and it had taken both Aiden and Erin to stop him.

      “Yeah, Cleveland Fire’s a whole big family.” Soto put one of his arms around Formalin and then Aiden. Her lieutenant’s color was an interesting shade of green.

      Sensing the impending explosion from Aiden, Erin wedged herself between Aiden and Soto. “Oh, goodness, look at the time. We don’t want to miss lunch at Firehouse 15. Where we are working because we have jobs.”

      Before Aiden could protest, she took hold of the edge of the jump bag and dragged lieutenant and bag down the stairs. She decided Aiden was in no condition to drive and took the wheel for him.

      They were six blocks away when he let loose. “HOW COULD HE?!”

      “Which ‘he?’”

      “The captain… treating that scum like a brother. After what he did. After the⁠—”

      Erin cut him off. “Aiden, Soto doesn’t know. Luna doesn’t know. Remember? Technically, as far as Law and Order is concerned, I don’t know either.”

      Aiden took several deep breaths. “Okay, not Soto, but Formalin? He knows better, so an asshole like him cozying up to Soto. It can’t be good. He might be trying to get back into CCFD some other way.”

      It was on the tip of Erin’s tongue to tell him that Formalin had been fired, and it would be a cold day in Hell before Noah let him on CCFD property. Some people thought the Fire Chief’s loyalties were flexible based on political situation. She’d thought the same too until this past month had changed everything…

      “Be calm and don’t read too much into this. If he were pumping Soto for information about 15 to discredit you, Vanessa, or me, he’d be reaching out to Luna, not Soto. Because clearly, Soto’s newest hobby is horny police chiefs and saving lost ex-firefighters.”

      “Formalin said he’d retired. Do you think he really retired?” Aiden wondered.

      Since she couldn't reveal her insider information, Erin said, “I have no clue other than his lieutenant spot is open at 43, and he’s obviously not being promoted to Captain of 14? Wasn't that the goal anyway for you and Vanessa?”

      “Vanessa's goal was to keep him from getting promoted into our battalion. My goal was for him to rot in jail,” Aiden said. 

      Erin bit her lip. When she’d met him over two years ago, Aiden had been a smiling easy-going guy, more than Luna for sure. The constant blows to his psyche had made him more brittle and cynical.

      “Lieutenant Clark, think with your head, not your heart. Does Vanessa believe he’s going to do time for this?”

      “No.” Aiden crinkled his face up. “Her lawyer said we had a good chance for professional repercussions for him, medium chances in civil court, and next to zero chance in criminal court. If it went anywhere, he’d easily plead down to a misdemeanor assault.”

      “It doesn't seem fair, does it. And the plus side, we haven't gotten blowback, have we?” Erin had been at enough desks for the past month that she’d have heard something if word had gotten out.

      “Nah. CCFD buried it,” Aiden said hotly. 

      Still unable to tell him more, Erin did put up a defense. “We don't know what they did or what they didn’t do. Keep your eye on the prize. We got what we wanted. He's out, and no one's come for us.”

      Aiden did crack a smile. “When they took out your appendix, did they put a chip in you? You sound a lot like Chief Baker.

      “People keep telling me to be an officer. Might as well pick a good one.”

      “I wish I could get so wise. I feel like I'm a fucking trauma magnet, pulling the bad vibes toward me.”

      “You're not awful,” Erin assured him. “Besides, you want to know who's going to be traumatized? Luna, when she reads our report.”

      “I bet the captain's going to give her hell for this during our in-service at the academy today.”

      “In-service?" Erin asked. She’d been so excited to be back at 15 she hadn't looked far into the schedule.

      “Yeah, we get this afternoon and evening off service to do teaching to the new recruits. You up to doing air management?”

      “Always. I hope they’re more trainable than Carver was.”

      Aiden laughed, “Everyone is. Soon he'll be at Rescue Alpha where he belongs, and you'll be wherever you end up.”

      “Haven't taken the exam yet, though McClunis is over the moon.” Erin’s month on administrative duties had not been missed by McClunis, who stopped by every day to make sure she was studying. Kyra Washington from Rescue Alpha was out on maternity leave, so Erin had plenty of paperwork to shuffle for McClunis.

      “You can do it. If I passed, you can too.” Aiden paused. “Are we going to talk about the boyfriend?”

      “The boyfriend? What about him?” Erin had wondered which member of 15, not named Theo, was going to confront her about it.

      “Theo met him. Now that you’re back, you thinking about bringing him over?” Aiden said. “Theo wouldn’t tell us much about Mr. Han Solo.”

      “Because Theo respects my privacy,” Erin said. She and Theo’d had a lengthy debate over how much of her personal life he would share. He’d sent her regular text messages asking for benign answers to give the rest of the team.

      “Erin, if Theo weren’t vouching for him, we’d have been doing a wellness check on you. The man didn’t even come to see you in the hospital. I swear every living, breathing member of CCFD stopped by—including Chief Baker and your old fling Casey Jensen from Firehouse 19. If he cared enough to check on you, where was your actual guy?”

      “Han and I were going away for vacation. Keyword is ‘away.’ No one plans on almost dying as part of their vacation plan. He took care of me when I got out of the hospital.”

      “Oh,” Aiden said as if the logistics of travel hadn’t occurred to him. “We are going to meet him eventually, right? He’s not a troll, is he? Unemployed loser living in his mom’s basement?”

      “None of the above!” Erin decided to tell him something true. “Look, Han Solo and I are getting ready to take things to the next level. When that day comes, I’ll take an ad out in the paper, throw a parade, and have fireworks.”

      “Will there be clowns?” Aiden teased her, temporarily mollified.

      “Possibly. I’ll keep you updated on the arrangements, though I’m partial to Star Wars Jawas, or possibly tribbles.”

      “What’s a tribble?”

      And the topic of Han Solo was dropped for now as Erin educated Aiden on the wonders of Star Trek: The Original Series.
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      “We haven't had a dumpster fire in almost six weeks,” Taggart said to the assembled group.

      The police chief, Noah, and Fire Marshal Taggert, and Maura Hightower from the Mayor’s office were discussing the developments, or lack of developments, over at PD HQ in a closed-door session.

      “March ended and not a single fire since?” Reyes said. “Could it have been our security camera initiative?”

      “I doubt we got enough cameras to cover every garbage can in the city,” Noah said. “We barely covered the few blocks around the North Star Cafe here.” Noah pointed to the map, almost unchanged since McClunis and Noah had met with Taggert.

      “Our arsonist, dressed as a wino, disappeared into thin air,” Reyes observed.

      “The snow melting will make his disguise less useful. He might even lose his mittens,” Taggert said.

      “Would it be naïve to think he accomplished his goal? Frankly, I’m surprised no press has gotten wind of this,” Noah said.

      Taggert agreed, “It helped because the fires stopped. If he’d been setting fires to cars, it’d be a different story. No one cares about the trash.”

      Reyes nodded. “Once you have the fire bug, you don't randomly stop. You escalate. I thought he'd have hit a baseball game by now.”

      “A baseball game?” Hightower asked, turning grey underneath her tanned skin.

      “Yeah,” Reyes agreed. “There's plenty of dumpsters around Progressive field, but in the winter, there's not a lot of crowd cover, and security cameras are everywhere. During a baseball game, even though there's more police, crowds provide a huge amount of cover.”

      “Those thousands of painted faces blend together in blue and red,” Noah observed. “But I think he's thinking bigger.”

      “Bigger?” Taggart asked. “A baseball game is more public.”

      “Assuming this is Mr. Mittens, what is our current profile?” Noah asked.

      Taggert passed out a report. “Thus far we believe a middle-aged male who is a long-time Cleveland resident. Likely employed but has suffered some type of personal hardship and/or interaction with city employees. He has a grievance he expects to be addressed, but not necessarily publicly.”

      Reyes nodded. “Definitely not publicly, or he would have escalated after we stayed silent.”

      “Suppose he’s trying to send a message, which city service does he have in his sights? CCFD?” Noah said.

      “Tough to tell,” Taggert admitted. “Dumpster fires create a lot of work for firefighters but are generally not individually dangerous to them. Police are involved in cordoning off areas. Sanitation has to deal with the dumpsters, which is obnoxious to them. The mess it makes is not great for our snowplows from ODOT. Trash clearance eventually reaches the mayor’s office.”

      Maura Hightower spoke for Mayor Duncan on this one, “It's a headache, but, as you said, our beloved citizens aren't pissed off because nobody cares about trash.”

      Noah examined the map. “You said you though he was employed. What if he's something like a sanitation worker or delivery driver? Or a power company employee?”

      “Those would explain his knowledge of the city,” Taggert said. “Still, it’s a wide net.”

      “I would also have to include Uber or Lyft drivers, Atlantis package delivery guys too.” Hightower said. “They’re everywhere and go everywhere.”

      Reyes turned to Noah, “As do police and fire.”

      “California did have the arson investigator in the 1980s who caused about ninety percent of their brush fires. They tracked him for months,” Taggert said, and the others glanced at him. “I promise I am not getting up at four a.m. to set dumpster fires. I’m certainly not going to be able to run away either.”

      Reyes said, “At least we can evaluate the police and firefighters relatively quickly. If you give me the schedules, my computer team can cross reference the locations with every fire. If they were on shift, it makes it less likely he had an opportunity to set a fire.”

      “None of you believe he’s gone. He could have stopped,” Hightower said hopefully.

      “Not a chance,” Noah said. “I know it’s not what Mayor Duncan wants to hear, but you have to tell her.”

      "The next move is his. I'm going to double the police presence at any reported fire." Reyes wrote a note and passed it to Hightower. “I want a full staff list of staff at the mayor’s office too, and the calendar.”

      “But—” Hightower hesitated.

      “I’ll be asking the same of sanitation and ODOT. I’d prefer not to get a judge involved, as this should be publicly accessible information.”

      “I’ll let you know what Mayor Duncan says.” Hightower seemed less than excited on her way out the door.

      When she was gone, Taggert said, “You won’t need a warrant for CCFD. I'll get you the manpower reports, firehouses, everything.”

      "I can help with that," Noah volunteered.

      "Nah, I've got this. You probably still have stuff to catch up on from your vacation," Taggert said.

      Reyes lifted her head from the papers she was examining. "You went on vacation?"

      "Its start was a little delayed, but yes. I got an entire week off," Noah answered.

      "Go somewhere good?" Reyes asked.

      "Saw my sister. She lives in Wisconsin," Noah non-answered since Abby had been in Ohio.

      "You look more rested," Taggert said. "It was pretty nice?"

      "It was perfect," Noah told the full truth this time.

      He'd spent a week at home with Erin while she recovered. While she'd insisted on returning to work at a desk, it had been amazing to spend a staycation at home pampering her. It also helped that Abby and Theo Jefferson had spent a day competing in the great Baker bakeoff to stuff their freezer with enough casseroles to last several months.

      “We'll see you at the next meeting,” Reyes said, and she and Taggert went back to discussing the collection of police and FD locations.

      Noah let himself out and was startled to see the visitor sitting outside on the waiting bench. Captain Mateo Soto had a pizza, a chocolate cake, two wine glasses, and a bottle of something bubbly.

      "Hello, Chief," Soto said.

      "What's all of this?"

      "Lunch for Izzy… Isadora. Don't worry, this is sparkling cider. Non-alcoholic."

      "Ah, normal couples doing normal couple things," Noah observed. After Abby and Theo left, he and Erin had reveled in their uninterrupted time. They weren't allowed to have sex, which Noah was okay with, though Erin was not. She had quite a few sexy ideas, which were part play part torture for Noah.

      "Interesting turn of phrase," Soto said. "Are you seeing someone? A New Day Cleveland reporter, perhaps?"

      "Don't believe the press," Noah said, still hating the total farce but understanding Erin's point on this. Keeping his love life opaque had bought them time. Time he intended to use. “As for my personal life, it's personal."

      “Say no more,” Soto chuckled. “But if you want a good laugh, read the report on Firehouse 15's wellness check at my place today.”

      "Wellness check?" Noah didn't want to ask Soto how much closer he was to dying. If anything, Soto actually looked healthier than he had a year. "You seem fine."

      "I stopped smoking and got off my culo. I work a few days a week at the new Atlantis warehouse as foreman. No more moping. I'm gonna live before I die."

      "Can't argue with a plan like that," Noah agreed and left police headquarters.

      Now, he could have had a police officer drive him back the whole mile to CCFD headquarters, but instead, he opted to walk.

      It was a warm enough afternoon, and his boots would make it through the slush. He would use his fifteen-minute walk to indulge in a memory of his vacation over a month ago.
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      ONE MONTH AGO

      “My turn to pick,” Erin crowed.

      “Your turn again?” Noah fake grabbed for the wide-screen TV remote. “It was your pick last time.”

      “And this time and the next time. If you almost die, you get to pick the shows,” she teased him.

      “You win.” Noah capitulated his token resistance. They were on the couch in the living room. They’d have been downstairs in his mancave, but Erin wasn’t allowed to go downstairs, so they were camping out in the living room. She wore one of his old Firehouse 33 shirts and likely (but not certainly) a pair of panties. 

      “You’re not going to fight me?” she asked, burrowing against him.

      “Nope, doctor’s orders.” He kept his touch around her body light. Her stitches were delicate, and she’d been out of the hospital less than a week. “I will adhere to the rules.”

      She winked. “Rules are meant to be broken. Especially if we’re about to watch my favorite Star Trek episode.”

      “Your favorite? Discovery or Next Gen? Or DS9’s In the Pale Moonlight?” Noah guessed.

      “Nope. We’re doing TOS – This Side of Paradise.”

      Noah shook his head. Star Trek: The Original Series (TOS) had been groundbreaking for its three seasons starting in 1966. Unfortunately, its special effects did not age very well, like the green space hand or the space dog-unicorn. “You love the Pod People episode?”

      “How dare you! It’s the ‘Happy Spock’ episode.”

      “‘Happy Spock’ episode?” Noah repeated. If he remembered correctly, the Enterprise explored a planet where they expected the settlers to have died from radiation poisoning. Instead, the missing settlers were found alive and well, happily living on the surface. The local plant life had infected them with a happiness spore, which also protected them from the radiation. 

      “Yes, Happy Spock. See how cute Leonard Nimoy is when he smiles. Makes a girl’s panties wet,” Erin teased him as the episode trailer played the promised smiling Spock. 

      “Leonard Nimoy was born in the 1930s. He could be your great-grandfather,” Noah said.

      “I’ve got a thing for older guys. Are you complaining?” She ran her hand down his chest and the Firehouse 15 T-shirt he wore. Theo Jefferson had generously donated one of his T-shirts so Noah could match Erin. Unlike Erin though, Noah was definitely wearing underwear, specifically boxers today.

      “Rules.” He caught her wrist and directed her away from his boxers. Sex with Erin was off-limits until she returned to work. “Can’t we pick a different show?”

      “If you can’t stand to watch this, go hang out in your mancave by your lonesome. I’ll spend my time touching myself whenever Mr. Spock is on screen.”

      “Also against the rules,” he said as his heart rate increased. Sexy, teasing Erin pressed each and every one his buttons, and worse—she knew it.

      “I fail to see how an orgasm counts as the forbidden heavy lifting.”

      “Sex, stairs, and heavy lifting are expressly forbidden by your doctor.” Noah stood firm.

      “If you stay here, I’ll be good and not do anything to myself.”

      As if the outcome of this argument was ever in question. He rarely left Erin’s side the entire vacation. “Fine, Pod People it is.”

      They settled on the couch and began to watch. Sure enough, Spock was infected with the spores, and rather than maintaining his dour Vulcan continence, he started making out a lot with the blonde girl who had always loved him.

      “See, he's happy, finally.” Erin’s head rested on his shoulder, her wavy curls tickling his ear.

      “He’s not actually happy. The spores are making him feel that way,” Noah disagreed. “They’ve robbed him of his ability to choose for himself.”

      “Or the spores let him be who he is inside, free from carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders. It’s not wrong for him to want to be happy, even for a little while. He’s enjoying his little corner of his own paradise, which might be a busty blonde,” Erin said.

      “Are you trying to say something here?” he faked exasperation. 

      “Why would I possibly use this to parallel my own life's problems or yours?”

      “If we're playing that game,” he said. “Then consider her. Spock comes into her life and steals her happiness. She doesn’t even need the weird sonic treatment Shatner brought. She only needed to experience sadness because he was forever out of reach.”

      “I pretend they found each other a few years later, and also he fucked her good and hard several times while he was in that good mood and maybe there's a little Spock growing in there.”

      She rubbed her own belly, and a wave of hot lust rushed over Noah. The idea of being inside her again and his seed taking root… 

      Erin noticed the change in him. She glanced at his lap where his cock had gone from sleeping to fully aroused in a matter of seconds. “Noah, you have a breeding fetish!”

      “How is that a fetish? It’s natural for a man to want to reproduce with his wife.” He wagged a finger at her. “Besides, you clearly have a sci-fi sex fetish.”

      “People have sex on Star Trek regularly. Riker had sex with anything that moved. Captain Picard constantly performed weddings because people were too horny in deep space.” Erin’s color was bright, and he could tell she was getting turned on by the bickering.

      “Okay. Maybe we should take this down a notch. Let’s switch to something less sexual. Star Wars is pretty much devoid of sex. Might be a safer choice. How about Obi Wan again?” 

      “Oh please, Princess Leia’s gold bikini gave a generation of guys their first hard-on. Besides, everyone knows the Jedi Temple was one whole Force orgy when the scenes cut.”

      “A force orgy?” Noah was losing this argument badly.

      “Yeah, remember, there's another one of Yoda’s kind in the Phantom Menace—Jedi Master Yaddle. Can’t you see Yoda getting on her? ‘Caught you, I have. Ride you like a speeder bike, I shall. Plant something special in your belly, I will.’” Erin imitated Yoda’s voice.

      “Yoda? Really?”

      “Duh, Baby Yoda came from somewhere. You see, Yaddle spurned Yoda and told him the same ‘there is no father, the force did it’ bullshit because she could see Anakin’s future. As a precaution, she had Baby Yoda cryofrozen to avoid the purge and show up for his own series. Yaddle died in the Jedi purge, and that is why Yoda lived alone in a swamp, mourning his one true love,” Erin told him in her rapid fashion. 

      “Wow. I did not expect such an extensive backstory for Star Wars porn,” Noah said, continually mystified and ensnared by the way her mind worked.

      “Then never go to a fanfic website. Just don’t. But you’re missing my point. This was the most important part of the prequels right there in plain sight. Jedi orgy.”

      Noah said, “Which I have never used in a sentence. And I will never be able to watch the Phantom Menace again without thinking of puppet sex.”

      “You’d be in good company. Nothing else happened in the prequels, anyway.” She laid back down against his shoulder and set her hand on his thigh. “Now, about your fetish.” 

      His cock twitched in her direction. “I’ll be fine. We can’t.”

      She laughed. “Ah, I can’t, but you can.”

      “No, Erin. It’s not okay.”

      “Either you do it or I will.” She gestured up and down with her hand. “You don’t get a choice. You gonna wrestle with me, hold me down?”

      The heat redoubled in the room. Placing his hands on her would be a terrible idea. “It doesn’t seem fair.”

      “Take it out. I’ll help you. Without touching you.” She rolled the T-shirt over her head, revealing nothing but skin and a necklace. Her healing incisions stood out, red against her copper skin, but her pebbled nipples drew his gaze.

      "No strenuous activity," he reminded her. 

      “Don’t worry. Touch it.”

      He immediately complied. His poor cock was dripping with precum as he stroked it up and down. “You’d better behave.”

      “No worries there. Think about being inside of me. Bare.” She cupped her breasts and fiddled with her own nipples.

      He didn’t have to think hard to imagine that. They hadn’t used a condom, ever, and it didn’t appear they would anytime in the future. Her depo shot certainly earned its keep. “Inside you.”

      “I’m off the pill. Ripe and ready for you.” Erin role-played and her left hand drifted down between her legs. 

      “Strenuous activity,” he warned her, entranced by the motion of her hand.

      “I’m being careful. And so are you, you need to make sure every drop of cum lands inside me.”

      “The whole load.” In an alternate sci-fi dimension, Noah might have been embarrassed. However, it was difficult to summon any emotion but lust when Erin’s gaze was nothing except heat. He gripped his cock harder. He could probably beat himself bloody without even noticing, he was that far under her spell. 
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